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the end of Debbie. 
Bathtime caning. 
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Services spanking. 
The Postulant. 
A schoolgirl in 
trouble. 


Maid in trouble, a 


WRAC in the hands of 


a superior officer. No 
salvation for Suzie. 
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Victim in the Vestry — 
а choirgirl spanked. 
Knickers down after 
the Match. 


Crisp uniforms with. 
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them, but with their boyfriends. And 
people do say that once you've started 
and then you don't have it — well, you 
can get a bit desperate. 


‘We'll just have to put up with it, she 
says. Try and think of other things. But 
what about poor Bob and Steve. What 
are they going to do? 


Diane gives a harsh little laugh. Well if 
they feel too bad they'll just have to 
have a good wank, won't they. (Which 
of course is certainly not the sort of 
language St Hilda's wants to hear.) 'But 
what about us. I think ГЇЇ go made if I 
don't get it, well, now and then. A 
month! I couldn't go for a month. I 
mean I've got used to it now.’ 


Elaine does not wish to admit to this 
sort of desperation. Like a cat on heat 
as it were. Although she will certainly 
miss it. Steve's urgent thing, big and 
stiff, sliding into her. They will just 
have to think of something else. 

She laughs softly. Maybe they've got 
cold showers here.' 


Diane snorts. Cold showers are 
certainly not an acceptable answer to. 
her problems. Holding Elaine's soft 
and yielding body has anyway got 
Diane a little bit aroused. She could 
really do with a quick one with Bob. 
But if not Bob ... there is lovely Elaine. 
She strokes Elaine's soft bottom. Elaine 
doesn't like doing it with her, Diane, 
even though they are very best friends. 
Elaine thinks it's wrong. But Elaine can 
be persuaded, against her feelings of 
wrong-doing, and in fact can get really 
turned on by it. 


Don't.” Nervously pushing Diane's 
hand away. Elaine can guess what she 
may have in mind. à 


Diane's hand refuses to be pushed 
away. It goes in underneath the softly 
swelling cheeks. Yes. We've got half 
an hour before we've got to go down. 
We can lock the door. Yes, lovely 
Lainey.' 


'No! Elaine squeals. Diane's hand is at 
the front now.a Up Elaine's skirt and at 
the tight crotch of her brief knickers. 
Rubbing her pussy. No, they really 
can't. Not when they've only been 
here an hour. And anyway it's wrong. 
Elaine doesn't want to do it any more. 
Although at the same time it is clear 
that in their coming  nun-like 
existence without Bob and Steve that 
is going to be very. difficult. Elaine is 
trying to push Diane's hand away but 
the hand at her pussy througha the 


attractive and may seem to Mrs Shelby 
and Mrs Timpson an ideal place for 
their daughters to spend the next nine 
months but Diane and Elaine do not 
see it that way. For one thing therc is 
going to be a complete absence of 
young males for the next month at 
least. 


They had been vaguely aware of this 
restriction already but now Miss 
Maskell who is to be their tutor has at 
this first interview in her study 
confirmed it. Miss Maskell BA is not 
old, only late twenties probably, tall 
and elegant and atttractive looking. 
And it seems prepared to be friendly. 
“You can call me Jane when we're off 
duty,’ she has said while pouring out 
tea in her Spode china. 


But Miss Maskell was also quick to 
stress that particular rule. Young men. 
Any men in fact. 


*For the first month at least we must be 
concentrating very much on the work. 
Therefore по male distractions. 
Certainly no visits from boyfriends 
and also no passes out.' Miss Maskell's 
friendly smile. ‘But Dm sure it won't be 
a problem. We can certainly get by 
without male company for a few 
weeks, can't we girls? 


“No we bloody can’t,’ Diane says with 
spirit as soon as they are out of Miss 
Maskell’s hearing. (Which incidentally 
is the sort of language St Hilda's does 
not want to here.) 


They are in the little twin-bedded 
room which has been assigned to 
them. This at least is something on the 
bright side for Diane and Elaine have 
been close friends at school and they 
could have been split up. Someone 
had even mentioned the dread 
prospect of dormitories. But no, there 
is this quite acceptable room for the 
two of them with a very pleasant view 
of the rear of St Hilda's grounds. The 
room is OK. Miss Maskell seems not 
too bad. But no males. 


Diane puts her arms round Elaine. ‘ГИ 
go mad, Lainey. Won't you? Not 
getting it at all.” 


Elaine is a little taller than Diane and 
also a little heavier built. Junoesque 
one would say, very soft and curvy: a 
lovely figure. Though of course 
Diane's figure is lovely too. Elaine 
sighs and puts her own arms round her 
friend. They have both started doing it. 
Screwing. Not promiscuously of 
course, not just anyone who asks 
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St Hilda's College was a substantial 
Edwardian property situated on the 
edge of town and set in several acres of 
mature grounds and gardens. It had 
been a family residence until after the 
Second War when the combined 
effects of  swingeing Labour 
Government taxation of the upper 
middle classes plus the virtual 
impossibility of getting and keeping 
domestic help had forced its sale. After 
one or two uncertain years it had 
taken on its present incarnation: a 
finishing college for girls. 


Such establishments are perhaps more 
rare nowadays than a generation or 
two ago but they are still in 
surprisingly strong demand. From 
girls’ parents rather than girls 
themselves. Parents in the unfortunate 
position of seeing Deborah or Melanie 
or whoever with little of tangible 
value for their time at school. Nothing 
with which to get them into a proper 
university or college certainly. So 
what are Deborah or Melanie to do: 
work _in Woolworths? It is a heart- 
rending thought (we are of course 
talking of middle-class parents here ). 


But if not that then what else? What 
else which springs to the minds of 
girls’ mothers of course — has it not 
indeed been there all the time? — is 
marriage. To a young man of excellent 
demeanour and prospects. Well a 
place like St. Hilda's College can teach 
a girl the skills with which to snare 
such a catch. Give her the poise and a 
smattering of culture (art, music, 
history perhaps) plus also a proper 
lady like reserve when it is called for. 
(A young lady seeking the proper sort 


of mate does not, for instance, open ` 


her legs on her first date and allow free 


access to her intimate person. Even if ` 


her intimate person is hot and eager 
for action.) : 


Yes St Hilda's teaches these skills and 
has an excellent name for it. Teaches 
Deborah and Melanie. And Diane and 
Elaine. 


Diane Shelby and Elaine Timpson. 
Who are just starting at St Hilda's, 
along with a number of other new 
girls, on this Sunday in early 
^ September. It is a lovely sunny 
afternoon and St Hilda's with its 
immaculate lawns and resplendent 
herbaceous borders is looking 
especially seductive. Diana and Elaine, 
though, are not particularly seduced 
by it. They are 17 and 18 respectively, 
both ash-blonde, both lovely looking 
girls. St Hilda's may look very 
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blonde head can be seen but her face is 
buried between Elaine's lovely thighs. 
This is the scene which meets Jane 
Maskell as she unsuspectingly enters. 


Fifteen minutes later. In something of 
a state of shock still Diane and Elaine 
stand before Miss Maskell in her 


gurgling sound. Her knickers are 
sliding down. Diane is getting down. 
Kneeling on the carpet. Pushing 
Elaine's knees apart. Both ofthem have 
unfortunately forgotten that the door 
is not locked ... 


It abruptly bursts open. As Diane with 
Elaine's skirt pushed up and her 
knickers down is busily engaged. Her 


thin silk knickers is already getting her 
aroused. Moist. 


"No .. ooo ..! she breaths again. But 


then Diane's hot mouth is on hers and 
it is difficult to struggle. Diane backs 
her up against the wall. Her hand is 
now grabbing at Elaine's knickers. 
Grabbing them down. Breaking her 
mouth away for breath Elaine makes a 


You will take your knickers down and 
I shall cane your bare bottoms.' 


Yes they have heard correctly. It is an 
unbelievable, impossible thought. The 
cane ... on their bare bottoms. Diane 
stutters, “Pl ... Please Miss ... Maskell .. 
№!” 


But protests, stuttered ог not, are 
going to get nowhere. Miss Maskell 
asks if Diane would like her parents to 
be told. Would she rather have that ... 
or take a caning? It is of course a 
choice which is no choice at all. 


"Very well. We shall deal with you first, 
Diane. As you were the ... ah .. active 
partner. Get your knickers down. 
Elaine can have the pleasure of 
watching. Of seeing how you take it. 
Before she has her own turn.' 


Yes it is clear that Miss Maskell ts going 
to cane them. And impossible as it may 
seem on tbeir bare backsides. Miss 
Maskell has gone over to a cupboard. 
Is taking out a wicked-looking cane. 


il 


The two of them can only shake their 
heads. Even Diane who usually has an 
answer has none now. She still can't 
get those dreadful few minutes out of 
her Head. Elaine suddenly with a 
frightened yelp pushing at Diane's 
head. But Elaine had been making 
sounds — mewling groans — and her 
yelp did not at once register as 
anything. Then ... 


Miss Maskell's face is flushed — as she 
too has the scene crystal-clear in her 
mind. 'I am not surprised you have 
nothing to say. There is nothing to say, 
is there? 


۸ pause. 'Except that you will both be 
very severely punished. The cane. 
Which I hope will teach the two of you 
that girls at St Hilda's .. do not ... 
engage in that sort of activity.’ 


Diane and Elaine looking straight 
ahead are both wondering if they have: 
heard correctly. The cane/ They can't 
be caned, can they? 


'Is that clear? I shall cane you both. 


tutorial room. Jane Maskell had merely 
intended to check that everything was 
alright. Instead She was almost 
speechless. But not quite. 

The two girls were ordered to present 
themselves here. Changed out of the 
things they had arrived in into St 
Hilda's-approved outfits. Elaine is in a 
pale blue blouse with dark St Hilda's 
tie, Diane has on a similar ivory- 
coloured blouse with the tie. Both are 
wearing short navy-blue skirts with 
white knee-socks. Schoolgirl-type 
white knee-socks at St Hilda’s signify 
that a girl is on a charge for some 
misdemeanour or other; otherwise 
the daytime wear is high heels and 
dark nylons with a suspender belt. 
Diane and Elaine of course are on a 
charge for gross misbehaviour. 


‘Do you have anything to say for 
yourself?’ Miss Maskell asks, her voice 
trembling slightly with emotion. 
Standing at the side of her lectern she 
has put on her long black academic 
gown over her blouse and skirt. The 
friendly and informal tea session in her 
study seems a long way away. 


'And I want you watching this, Elaine. 
Watching every second of it. Got that? 


Oh how unbearably sick-making. For 
botb of them. Diane now bent face- 
down over the bureau and the little 
navy skirt pushed up round her waist. 
Her lovely rounded bottom quite 
bare. Her bottom and also ... a glimpse 
of her pussy as well peeping from 
below the undersides of the thrust-out 
cheeks. It is sickening for Elaine to 


Diane can only comply. Hands up 
under the short skirt to the tight white 
knickers she was given by Matron. 
Pulling them down. This is really 
auful. But there is nothing she can do. 
If she told her parents this vicious 
bitch Maskell would simply tell them 
why. 


The vicious bitch is insisting she takes 
the knickers right off. And then bends 
over the bureau. 


Diane desperately finds her tongue. 
“Please Miss. I was .. we were .. feeling 
bad. Because we .. won't be seeing our 
boyfriends. I .. we don't do that sort of 
thing. Normally. Not ever ...' 


'Get tbem down. At once! Get them 
right off. І intend to teach you that you 
won't wish to. Notwhile you're here at 
St Hilda's at least.’ 


Faced with Miss Maskell's intense eyes 
— and the cane quivering in her hand — 
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THWACKK..! 


This one cuts in across Diane's flank, 
producing another frenzied yell. 
Diane's legs come together ... and then 
jerk apart again. Elaine, feeling sweat 
now pricking her skin, tells herself: ГИ 
keep my legs together. However bad ... 
I'll keep my legs together. 

The dreadful cane has sliced in again. 
And again. There are bright red stripes 
now across the soft pale flesh. Diane 
holding desperately onto the bureau 
top. Her bottom and thighs twisting 
and writhing. Sometimes her legs are 
together. And sometimes not. It makes 
Elaine feel quite faint to watch but she 
has to. This dreadful spectacle of 
Diane. With also the dreadful thought 
that in minutes ... it will be herself over 
that bureau. She feels faint. She also 
feels ... as if she might possibly wet her 
knickers at any moment. 


The caning continues. How many 
strokes? Elaine doesn’t want to 
identify a number — because 
presumably it will be the same 
number oft herself. And it seems an 
awfula lot. An impossibly large 
number. Just look at poor Diane's 
bottom ... 


Miss Maskell finally considers she has 
done justice to her task — and to 
Diane's traumatised rear. "That will do 
then. You can stand up now. Stand 
aside. We will give Elaine hers.' 


Poor Diane! It seems she can hardly 
stand. As if her legs are made of rubber. 
And her face .. It is red and tear- 
stained. Red like her bottom. Those 
really awful looking stripes which at 
least are now hidden by the skirt as she 
hobbles away. Hands dabbing 
pathetically at her wet face. It is too 
much. Elaine is sure she is going to 
faint. Or the other: wet her pants. Or 
both ... 


“Come on Elaine. Don't hang about 
please. Let's see how you take a good 
caning. Better than Diane perhaps? 
Less noise and fuss? Come on here, 
let's see.” 


“That bloody bitch! That bloody 


sadistic bitch!” 


Diane speaking with evident feeling: 
and indeed she and Elaine are still 
feeling the dreadful canings, their 
bottoms are still tingling. Although 
something like half an hour has 
elapsed since that mind-boggling 
action in Miss Maskell's room. 
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yell as the cane slices wickedly in. Her 


stricken bottom, sliced squarely 

* across the fullest fat, gives a convulsive 
jerk. With all considerations of 
modesty forgotten in her desperation, 
Diane's legs slide wide apart to afford 
both the hard-eyed tutor and 
awestruck Elaine a very full view of 
Diane's sex. The blonde bush with the 
central split momentarily wide, 
displaying all. Elaine gulps. 


have to look ... but she has to. It is 
sickening also of course for Diane to 
have to display herself like this. It is all 
quite sickening But the real 
business has not yet begun ... 


THWACKK..! 
Aaaiieeeyyyaaaahhh ...!” 


Oh Sweet Jesus! Diane's banshee-like 
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The girls are back in their own room 
now, sitting gingerly on their beds. 
Miss Maskell said she will be 
considering moving them to different 
rooms 'except that I don't suppose any 
other girls will wish to share with you 
two.” Miss Maskell has anyway taken 
the key and also told them that she or 
matron may look in the check on them 
'at any moment.' It is supper time now 
but Diane and Elaine are not to have 
any supper. Instead they are shortly to 
go, separately, to see Mr Singley, the 
principal. 


Girls at St Hilda's are always sent to see 
Mr Singley after a caning. Caning is not 
all that frequent — not necessarily 
because girls do not commit caneable 
offences but because they are usually 
careful not to be found out. But when 
there is a caning Mr Singley wants to 
know about it; wants to see the caned 
girl as soon afterwards as possible and 
certainly the same day. 

Elaine looks at Diane and makes a face. 
There is nothing really to say. She 
could remind Diane that she had tried 
to stop her, told her to stop, it was too 
dangerous. But there is no point in 
that. It is done. They have had their 
horrendous canings (Elaine's 
performance over the bureau was 
quite as desperate as Diane's). And it is 
not finished. There is now Mr Singley. 


'He .. He's going to want to know all 
the details I suppose, Elaine says 
haltingly. 'Mr Singley. If she hasn't told 
him already. Oh Christ.’ 


“Look Pm really sorry, Lainey. I know 
its all my fault. I should have locked 
that bloody door. 


At this precise moment there is a 
discreet knock at the bloody door. It 
opens. It is matron, Mrs Mulveny. She 
smiles. Does she know? Presumably. 
“Diane Shelby, Mr Singley will see you 
know.' 


Mrs Mulveny, a pleasant looking 
woman of forty or So, grins again. You 
. ah .. have to have your knickers off. 
When it's for this; а caning I mean. OK? 
Right away.’ 


She goes out, closing the door. Bloody 
Christ! Diane says. 


A tremulous little knock. Maybe if she 
knocks very quietly he won't hear and 
then she can go away ... That is stupid 
of course, it would only get her into 
greater trouble. Anyway Mr Singley 
had heard. ‘Come in.’ A confident male 
voice. 


He is sitting at his desk. Hubert Singley 
MA. Diane has already met Mr Singley 
when she came for an interview 
earlier. Fiftyish, glasses and grey hair, 
ordinary looking. Diane is feeling 
more than a little sick: caused by the 
awareness of no knickers under her 
skirt; caused also by the awareness of 
those red stripes on her bottom. They 
are still there; she asked Elaine to look 


'Ah Diane. Yes. Close the door and 
come here please.' 


Her heart jumping about like a wild 
creature as she goes round to stand at 
Mr Singley's side. Mr Singley gazing up 
at her. Diane meets the searching grey 
cyes and looks away. 


“Yes Miss Maskell has told me of 
course. It is our rule here. When a girl 
has to Бе caned.’ 


Her face is bright red, she can feel it. 
There is nothing to say. 


"Turn round please. And lift your skirt. 
Up round your waist. I assume you've 
got your knickers off. Mrs Mulveny 
told you that.’ 


“Y .. Yessir.’ Oh Christ. Having to show 
him her bare bum. But then she 
guessed. Why else would they have to 
take their knickers off 

Making herself do it. Turning to 
present her bottom. Sliding the little 
skirt up. This is dreadful. As bad in its 
way as the caning. As bad as being 
caught with her face between Elaine's 
legs ... 


Hubert Singley eyes the nubile nude 
rear. Pale flesh with the red-going-to- 
purple stripes. Reaching his hand out. 
To take hold. A little gasp from Diane. 
The flesh is hot in his hand. 


‘Hurt did it, young lady? 
"Yessir, gasped out. This is awful. Mr 


Singley has hold of her bare bum. Her 
hot and caned bare bum. 


'Yes. But it has to of course. For a 
serious breach of the rules. You can 
understand that. What you ... were 
doing ... You're keen on that, are you? 


‘No! No Sir? Mr Singley's hand is still at 
her bare bottom. Cupping one hot 
cheek, his fingers in the cleft.' 


'N . No Sir. It was just .. just my 
boyfriend. Our boyfriends. That we .. 
we won't be seeing them ..’ Diane's 
voice is stuttery. She's not going to 
start crying, is she? 
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‘Your boyfriends. Yes.’ Hubert Singley 
shifts his position in his seat but keeps 
hold of Diane's bottom. ‘Do you .. ah .. 
do it, Diane? With your boyfriend. 
Intercourse I mean. The full thing. 
Have full intercourse. Regular 
intercourse.’ 


‘Yes Sir. pr .. Pretty regtular. I .. well, 
we started. So ...’ 


'And you're going to miss it of course? 
Miss the intercourse. That regular 
sexual intercourse. With your 
boyfriend. How .. ah .. often, Diane? 
Have you been engaging in it? Every 
day perhaps? Or the nights, the 
evenings. I suppose thats the time 
when a girl does it. And does your 
mother know? And approve?' 


AII these questions. Mr Singley wanted 
to know all the details. Which Diane of 
course would rather not divulge, 
thankyou very much. Not these most 
intimate and personal details of a girl's 
private life. But Mr Singley is very 
persistent and also, in the context of 
perhaps otherwise being assumed to 
have an unnatural interest in her own 
sex, in Elaine, well, it might be as well. 
To say. Admit. That she does it quite a 
lot. Only with Bob of course but quite 
a bit. Well, most evenings. Or did. 
Before being sent here to St Hilda's. 


“Most evenings! Hubert Singley lets 
the thought expand in his head like a 
beautiful flower unfolding. Shifting in 
his seat again. Something has similarly 
expanded in the front of his trousers. 
Like an exotic and turgid fruit. Most 
evenings! What a hot little number! 


“And Elaine ... does she also ... do it 
most evenings? 

‘Uh .. well .. Ooooh!’ Mr Singley's hand 
has slipped down from the fullest 
swell of Diane's bottom-cheeks. In 
under the undercurve. His fingers 
invading. So that it is difficult to 
concentrate on what Elaine does. 
Elaine who does it quite a bit also but 
maybe not quite as much as Diane. 


'Ooooh! Please ..” Diane stumbling 
forward. Into the unyeilding edge of 
Mr Singley's desk. 


Just keep still now. I need to 
investigate. Keep still and ... open your 
legs a little. I mean .. well yes I can see 
if you've been doing it that regularly. 
Yes you may well fear a sudden 
complete cessation. Here within our 
cloistering walls. Oh yes. And ... does 
your mother know, Diane? 


‘No’ No please ... 


A En MÀ а 


didn’t .. give you another caning?’ 


‘No. Oh no.’ Could Mr Singley have 
really done it? He did, she knows he 
did. ‘No, not a caning.’ 


“What then? 
‘Nothing. You .. you'll see.’ 


Wailing 'Oh Christ! Elaine goes out. He 
won't, will he? Do it to Elaine? Jesus! 
Diane rolls over on her bed. 


* * * 


Elaine won't say. Diane doesn't know if 
he did or not. Elaine came back a bit 
shakey; and embarrassed. But she 
wouldn't say, in spite of Diane's 
insistent demands. And without 
knowing Diane doesn’t want to say 
either. To tell Elaine. But finally, when 
they are in bed, she does. Whispering 
it across in the darkness. 


They are in their own two beds of 
course. Certainly not daring to get in 
together in the circumstances. Miss 
Maskell has said there could be a night- 
time check, herself or matron. They 
have at least had something to eat, Mr 
Mulveny bringing in a snack later. 
‘Compliments of Mr Singley, she said 
with a grin. Diane wondered at the 
grin. Mrs Mulveny couldn't know, 
could she? About in Mr Singley's office. 
No of course not, she was grinning 
because they'd been caned. 


Whispering it across. 'Elaine. ГЇЇ tell 
you what really happened. In Mr 
Singley's office. Because she can't 
keep it to herself any more. 
Whispering out the words. Elaine 
won't believe her. Or says she won't. 
Elaine could have had the same but 
won't admit it and therefore is 
pretending she can't believe it. 


‘Elaine!’ Diane's voice low but urgent. 
“Did you get it too? The same. Come 
on, tell me.” 


‘No. And I don't believe you. 

Elaine doesn't believe Diane. Mr 
Singley wouldn't do that. Would he? 
He certainly didn't do it to her. What 
Mr Singley did was feel Elaine up. Well, 
more than just a routine feeling up. 
Making her come in fact. With his 
hand. Elaine hasn't wanted to tell 
Diane because, well, it is 
embarrassing. Coming on Mr Singley's 
hand like that. Well it's not something 
to shout about. Maybe he did the same 
to Diane and she wants to make 
something more of it. Pretend that Mr 
Singley actually did it. The whole 
thing. Diane has done this before: at 
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No both to the question (Diane's 
mother does not know, Diane has 
specifically assured her mother that 
she doesn't do it) and to Mr Singley's 
invading hand. Which is now right 
there. At Diane's very beadquarters. 
His hand at her hot puss. She quivers. 


| Gasping for air. 


| Just keep steady .. No need .. to get 


excited .. Mr Singley is getting to his 
feet. But still with his hand there. His 
fiendish fingers. What .. is Mr Singley .. 


‘Don’t worry. No one's going to know. 
Not that business in your room” Nor 
about your boyfriend. I daresay if your 
mother found out ... But she won't.” 


'No" Diane yelps. Because Mr Singley 

It is not his hand now. It is 
something else. It can't be but it is. 
Nosing in there. In between Diane's 
legs from behind. ‘No.. 000!’ 


‘Yes. Keep calm.’ Mr Singley is pushing 
her down. Front-down over his desk. 
And at the same time ... You need it. I 


| can see that. Once a girl's got used to 


it Miss Maskell may not properly 
understand these things. But .. ah...’ 


“Оооооорр” Diane shudders. Because 


| Mr Singley is in there. Up in her. His 


entrance made easy by the fact that 
Diane has unfortunately become all 
wet and ready. Due to Mr Singley’s 
fiendish hand of course, a girl can’t 
help these things, can’t help 
responding. It is impossible to believe 
this. But Mr Singley is doing it. Doing 
her. 


Walking back in a daze to their room. 
Diane’s knees wobbly, like after the 
caning. It $ a bit like the caning. The 
same sort of shock to the system. 


| Walking rubbery-legged and in a daze, 


unable to believe it still. Mr Singley 
couldn't have. Not done that. Done it. 


| Could she have dreamt it? 


“Well, what happened” Elaine's voice 
urgent as Diane goes in and flops on 
her bed. Shaking her head. 


“What happened?’ Elaine has of course 
to go now. Mrs Mulveny has told her to 
go as soon as Diane gets back. Elaine 
has her knickers off ready. 


Diane shakes her head again. Finding 
words. ‘It’s ... OK. Nothing .. really.’ 


“Are you sure” Elaine with that feeling 
again that she's going to wet her pants. 
Except that she hasn't got any on. They 
are off for Mr Singley. Oh Christ. "He 
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Miss Maskell: laughs. You're soft, 
Elaine. Soft and a bit fat. Aren't you? 
Her hand flicks across Elaine's jutting 
boobs in the thin vest. 


“You need some good work-outs. I 
should have you doing this all day. And 
every day. Maybe I will. Now tell me 
about last night. What did you and 
dear Diane get up to?' 


Elaine, getting her breath back, gasps, 
“Nothing.” 


‘Nothing Miss Maskell.’ Jane Maskell 
squeezes one of Diane's пре nipples.: 
"That's more respectful, isn't it? And I 
don’t believe you. I know you were 
both in one bed. Going down on each 
other. Or whatever. Weren’t you?’ 


‘No .. Miss Maskell.’ 


Miss Maskell laughs. ‘Don’t lie to me, 
Elaine. I don’t like girls who lie to me. 
I can be very bard on a girl — or on the 
other hand quite pleasant. Do you 
know that? 


‘Yes Miss Maskell.’ 


. Yes Elaine. I expect you do.’ Jane 


Maskell's hand slides down. To 
Elaine’s pussy. ‘mmm. You're wet 
here. Why is that: perspiration? Or 
something else? Open your legs a 
little.’ : 


Y .. Yes Miss.” E 


Elaine shuddering. Miss Maskell's 
fingers are in her. Yowre a hot 
number, aren't you Elaine? This is 
what gets that Diane so excited, eh? 
What you've got here. I bet you could 
come in two seconds flat with a little 
bit of ... massage here ...’ 


'Please ..’ Elaine writhing on Miss 


. Maskell's fingers working in her cunt. 


“Get on the bed, young lady. On your 
back. And lift your legs up.' 


"Oh Christ. Oh Jesus Christ. Elaine 


doesn't want this. Not at all. Not Miss 
Maskell. Who has just been caning her 
(and. Diane) for this very thing. 
Elaine's head is reeling and rocking. It 
is all too much. That awful caning. And 
later this morning there is Mr Singley. 
Who Diane says is going to screw her. 
That is all too much. But now this as 
well. Miss Maskell. 


Miss Maskell who unlike: Diane has 
taken the sensible precaution of 
locking the door ... ۱ 
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END 


extend not much further than their 
waists. Eyeing the swell of their boobs, 
their nipples, under the tight cotton: 
especially which are “а 
thrusting 37 inches at least. And below 
their waists the nude flesh. With their 
silky bblonde bushes. 


Elaine catches Miss Maskell's eye and 
quickly looks away. But not before she 
has seen a certain look. A look of hot 
desire: the desire to cane ... and maybe 
also something else. That thing that 
Diane was doing which they are being 
caned for. Is it possible? 


‘You first this time, Elaine. Let's get 
that fat bottom hotted up, shall we? 
Bend yourself over the bed.’ 


Elaine shivers. Feeling faint again. Miss 
Maskell intends to hurt her, Elaine can 
guess that. The pleasure ofhurting her. 
Slicing that dreadful cane into her ripe 
bottom. Elaine wants to beg for mercy. 
Get down and grovel at Miss Maskell's 
feet. But it wouldn't do any good. 
Maybe the tutor would like it — but she 
will still cane her. It is the caning she 
wants. And something else ...? 


THWACKKK....! 


'Aaaiieeeyyynnmmmbbb..!' 


` Elaine's desperate cry part stifled in 


the bed cover. The first searing cane 
cut feels worse than anything 
yesterday. If that is possible. Her poor 
bottom feels as if it has been cut in 
two. 


THWACKKK...! 


Another just as bad. Diane, watching, 

bites her lip. Tbe two angry stripes 
now on Elaine’s qivering bottom. 

Tben a tbird. Sbe feels sligbtly sich. . 
Knowing tbat in minutes it will be 
herself... 


* * ۳ * 


‘Get your knees up!’ Miss Maskell | 


barks. Higher!’ 


Elaine, sweating, grunts with ber 
efforts Running on tbe spot, bigb 
knee action. In just ber vest still. For 
Miss Maskell wbo is sitting on 
Diane's bed. Diane is gone, sent out 
by Miss Maskell in gym kit to run 
round tbe grounds for balf an bour. 
Following ber caning of course. 


‘OK Stop.’ 
Miss Maskell getting to her feet. Elaine 
has been running hard for several 
minutes and is red in the face, gasping 
for breath. 


O تسس‎ 


. Elaine's 


school claiming the P.E. Master did it 
but then later admitting she made it 


up. 


“Не did, Diane hisses in the dark. 
Really. And I bet he did it to you too. 
Come on tell me.’ 


Elaine says to shut up, she has to sleep. 


* * * 


They are not out of the woods in the 
morning because Miss Maskell is not 
finished with them. Perhaps she Ze a 
sadist as Diane says. She comes in to 
them before breakfast. 'I trust the two 
of you haven't got up to anything in 
the night? 


Then says they are to continue to wear 
the knee-socks because they are still 
on a charge from their behaviour 
` yesterday. 


Miss Maskell is going to give them 
another caning, after breakfast when 
she has a free period. Also, she says, Mr 
Singley wants to see Elaine again later 
in the morning. 


None of this sounds at all pleasant. 
Another caning! And for Elaine also Mr 
Singley again! 


Miss Maskell goes out. ‘Bitch!’ Diane 
hisses after the door is closed. And 
then 'Lucky you! to Elaine. 


T suppose he's going to do it to you. If 
he hasn't already, he's keen to have a 
taste of beautiful Elaine. If he bas 
“already, well, he just wants a second 
go" 


Elaine squeals. Diane is putting her on. 


Elaine is pretty sure she is. But maybe ` 


not 100 per cent sure. It is just 
possible that he could have done it to 
Diane — and then perhaps when she 
herself went in was not recovered and 
ready to.want to do it again. Not right 
away. It does take men a little while to 
recover. Or so Elaine understands. If 
that is so ... Mr Singley would certainly 
be ready this morning. He is only 
seeing her. Well, not Diane at least. Oh 
Christ! 


But Elaine doesn't really believe this. 
And anyway there is that other 
dreadful thing. The cane again, from 
Miss Maskell. The cane is anyway 
worse. Isn't it? 

Miss Maskell wants them in only their 
vests. Take everything off and then 
stand at attention side by side between 
their beds. Miss Maskell eyeing them: 
these two new and lovely blondes in 
only their tight white vests which 
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More canings! 
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The Guardians’ Club, 
canes and piano 
lessons. Bedtime 
caning and lots more. 


ghter 


Caretaker's Dau 
spanked. Teenagers 
need discipline- 
Spanked at home. 


Bedroom spanking, 
schoolroom caning, 
Spanking “Alfresco” 
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А fresh air spanking, 
Bathtime humiliation, 
Bedroom caning. 
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plate. ۰۱ hope Mrs Wiggins has done 
better in the pudding line. But 
Amanda can deserve it quite often. 
Can't you, Amanda darling?” Under 
the table his hand reaches for 
Amanda’s thigh and squeezes. 


Henry’s head is full of marvellous 
visions. Of this marvellous Amanda. 
‘Down here, would that be? Her 
caning. Or up in her room? And .. ah 
.' this is a most important point, n 
fleshing out those visions, “that 
would be with her dress up, would it? 
And over her knickers? Or ...?' 


“We mostly do it in the drawing room. 
Don't we, my dear. Sometimes in her 
room, but mostly down here. And ... 
well, we do tend to take her knickers 
down. Don't we, Amanda. Dress up 
and knickers down. On those lovely 
bare cheeks.' 


This is almost too much for Henry 
Lanford. He gives a nervous laugh. 4 
can see | should really get a young 
lady myself. | must confess these 
disciplinary aspects appeal. Most 
strongly. And of course having a 
young lady about the place is very 
civilising. Yes. Certainly one like your 
delightful Amanda here.’ 


Gerald Musgrove raises his 
eyebrows at 'civilising'. Perhaps that 
is not what he sees as Amanda's 
prime role in his house. Perhaps 
indeed Henry Lanford would not 
himself be primarily concerned with a 
‘civilising’ presence. No, a girl like 
this Amanda clearly has essentially a 
pleasure-giving role. The very great 
pleasure of keeping her up to scratch 
for one thing. 

‘How was that pie, Mr Musgrove?' 
Mrs Wiggins has come in to remove 
the plates. 'Ah .. good,” says Gerald. 
"There has been compliments all 
round.’ He makes a face as she 
retreats. Amanda blinks big brown 
eyes. Hopefully they have stopped 
talking about that most 
embarrassing and hateful subject 
now. And please God Mr Lanford is 
going to clear off after lunch. Before 
Mr Musgrove ... gets to work. He 


‘Uh...’ This is awful. She knows she is 
blushing bright red. ‘| .. overslept. 
And .. so Mr Musgrove overslept. 
Cos I didn't take in his tea.” 


'So we were all behind this morning.” 
Henry is looking up from his plate. 
"And what she hasn't told you is that 
it wasn'tthe first time. So she's got to 
have a little reminder. On that Pretty 
thing she's sitting on.' 


Henry Landford takes a forkful into 
his mouth and chews rapidly. “І say! 
But of course a girl's got to get 
herself organised. | expect you'll 
remember after Mr Musgrove's given 
you the cane, though, Amanda. The 
cane on a girl's bottom. Ouch! | mean 
a girl's bottom is very sensitive. | 
should imagine. Eh, Amanda? Had it 
before, have you?' 


Amanda has filled the full-lipped 
mouth with meat pie, perhaps 
protectively so that she can't answer. 
Wide-eyed she  nods. Gerald 
Musgrove, though, is ready with 
some detail. 'Oh yes, she's had it 
before. Once or twice — or maybe 
more, eh Amanda? For various 
shortcomings that ۱۵ afraid 18-year- 
old girls seem to be subject to. Not 
getting up in the morning being only 
one. She's had it on her hand too. 
Two hands. But generally we settle 
on the sit-upon, don't we Amanda 
dear. Amanda's got such a nice ripe 
round one that really one feels 
obliged to make use of it.’ 

“Oh of course.” Does Henry's voice 
sound strained? As he does his best 
to keep the excitement out of it. 
Henry doesn't have a girl like 
Amanda. A girl house-guest or ward 
or whatever you want to call her. So 
this sort of talk, generating amazing 
images in his mind, can get his blood 
racing. He produces a short laugh. 
‘Yes. I've .. ah .. noticed. She does 
have something there all right. A very 
well-built girl. Quite a temptation 
should imagine in that regard. Her 
rear divisions. Ha-ah!” 


She only gets it when she deserves it 
of course.' Gerald pushes away his 


'She's got to have a caning after 
lunch.' Gerald Musgrove's middle- 
class voice is matter-of-fact, as if he 
were commenting on the 
(uninspiring) weather or, say, this 
meat pie of Mrs Wiggins, his 
housekeeper, which they are eating 
and which is also uninspiring, stodgy 
in fact. 


‘Oh yes?” His guests, Henry 
Lanford's, voice in contrast indicates 
alert interests. Henry is a similar age 
to Gerald, both being in their fifties. 
Both have also taken early retirement 
from respectively the law and the civil 
service. To have more free time to 
pursue their own interests. They are 
here at Gerald's place in the Surrey 
countryside, in Gerald's dining room 
on this Monday lunchtime: Gerald 
and Henry and the young lady who it 
now appears is to have a caning after 
the meal. 


Her name is Amanda. Seated at the 
moment of course, she is in fact a 
strapping, well-built girl of above 
average height, with thick curling 
russet-brown hair framing a most 
attractive wide-eyed,  full-lipped 
face. She is wearing a blue dress. The 
pretty face is flushed at this moment, 
after Gerald's bland statement, her 
cheeks as pink as the ripe-fruit lips. 
Not surprisingly perhaps; no girl of 
that age (Amanda is 18) orindeed any 
age likes to have it announced to the 
lunch guest that she is shortly to be 
caned. 


‘Indeed,’ continues Henry not at all 
content to let such a conversational 
plum wither and die from lack of 
attention. He is keen for details. 
‘What .. ah .. has she done then.’ 
Smiling at the young lady in question. 
"Or of course not done.’ 


"Tell him,” Gerald says to Amanda. “1 


must say this pie's not too 
marvellous. Not that | would ever 
complain.’ 


‘Uh ... Amanda has Henry's, Mr 
Lanford’s, full attention as Gerald 
pokes about at what is on his plate. 
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“Yes, Mr Musgrove. Amanda has 
finished. The apple crumble was 
good. But with all this awful and 
highly embarrassing conversation 
she hasn't really been able to enjoy it. 
Not to mention of course what is 
shortly to come. After lunch. 

*Oh yes, I do see that, Henry Lanford 
agrees. ‘But what you could do of 
course ... would be to give her a 
caning right away — and then another 
one in the afternoon. That way you 
could — ha-ha — have your cake and 
eat it as it were.’ 


Amanda looks somewhat sick. How 
can Mr Lanford ... Gerald Musgrove 
shakes his head. 1 don't imagine 
your young lady would think much of 
that, Henry. What do you think, 
Amanda dear? Would you like to go 
and stay with Mr Lanford for a bit and 
try it?” 


Amanda vigorously shakes her head. 
He's not serious, is he? Henry 
Lanford is perhaps wondering the 
same thing. What a fantastic notion! 
“Er .. | wasn't really putting it forward. 
| meant only from the theoretical 
point of view. No, if | had her for a bit, 
Gerald, a sort of holiday ... Well 
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Henry is picturing the scene. 
Marvelling at it. Pyjama jacket only. 
With the high heels. Fantastic. Truly 
fantastic. He laughs his nervous little 
laugh. ‘Му word! | wouldn't mind 
having that myself in the mornings. A 
young lady ... in only her pyjama top. 
My word. ۱ probably wouldn't mind if 
occasionally she was a little late with 
it. Though of course, like you Gerald, 
| would have to give her a little 
reminder. The cane. In fact like that... 
she's all ready for it, isn't she? | mean 
her bottom ... all set ... You can just 
bend her over the bed ... But you 
prefer to wait, | understand. And do it 
down here.’ 


‘Mostly,’ confirms Gerald. ‘As a 
general rule. Yes, that wasn't so bad. 
| like a bite of apple crumble. Yes you 
see, Henry, it's the waiting. Making 
her wait for it. That adds a whole 
dimension to the caning. If I gave it to 
her right away it'd be over and done 
with, wouldn't it? All right she's going 
to have a sore bum for a bit, but 
nothing of what you might call mental 
anguish. Whereas if she has to wait 
till after lunch ... Well, she's got all the 
morning to think about it. Hasn't she, 
Amanda dear?' 


wouldn't do it in front of Mr Lanford. 
Would he? Though the thought is 
impossible it is not wholly impossible 
to imagine that Mr Musgrove could. 
She squirms her bottom on the chair. 
Mrs Wiggins has returned, with an 
apple crumble. 


“This looks good, Henry says, 
tackling his portion. But the apple 
crumble is not going to be in the 
same league, conversation-wise, as 
that other. 'So she brings you tea in 
bed, Gerald. Mmm .. You are the 
lucky chap. In her .. ah .. 'jamas 
"would that be?’ 


‘She’s supposed to bring it, corrects 
Gerald. 'As I've indicated she's not 
completely reliable. And as for dress 
— early morning attire — what we 
normally have is pyjama jacket but 
not the bottoms. The top only. And a 
pair of high-heeled court shoes. To 
add a smart touch. That's it, isn't it 
my dear?' 


Amanda wants to keep her eyes 
down on her plate. She briefly raises 
them, to nod a hot-faced agreement. 
Can't this Mr Lanford think of 
anything else? 
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arms round the delightful girl. The 
first hand is still working at her 
bottom under the thin blue-and- 
white striped dress and Henry 
Lanford is now in a position to see it. 
Yes possibly, Gerald says. 
‘Certainly after that pie that our dear 
lady served up. But you don't have to 
go in right away. Just take your things 
off so that Mr Lanford can see you. 
So he can see that lovely backside '- 
which of course regretfully is going to 
getthe cane little bit later, is it not?’ 


Amanda makes a despairing wail. 
“Isn't that right, Henry? You'd like to 
have alook at lovely Amanda?' Henry 
Lanford says it is, it most certainly is. 
He has gone somewhat red in the 
face, with in front of his eyes what 
Gerald is doing to Amanda's bottom. 
Henry puts his hands in his pockets — 
to make less obvious the fact that he 
now has got a sizeable erection. 

Gerald relinquishes his hold on 
Amanda and she had to do it. Take 
her clothes off. How awful. Worse 
than having the cane. Well in a way. 
Not worse than having the cane in 
front of Mr Lanford of course. Isn't he 
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With the sun shimmering on the 
surface of the aquamarine water it 
looks most inviting. ‘А lovely 
afternoon for a dip now,' observes 
Gerald as they stand on the paved 
surround. He has his arm round 
Amanda's slim waist. Amanda 
doesn't answer. It does look inviting 

but there is Mr Lanford. Mr 


Musgrove makes her swim in the 


nude and she doesn't fancy that in 
front of the guest. The hand slides 
down to her ripe bottom-cheeks. 


“Amanda's not the greatest swimmer 
in the world but she's improVing,' 
Gerald tells Henry. His hand is 
working sensuously at Amanda's 
rear. 'No, not the greatest swimmer 
you've ever seen but Amanda has 
got the most marvellous thighs and 
buttocks. Amanda darling, why don't 
you take off your things and show our 
guest?' 

‘No!’ A low, tense voice. Amanda has 
been expecting something like this. 
“No please ... | shouldn't. Not .. right 
after lunch. You can get cramp.' 


Gerald pulls her round, to get both 


naturally I'd follow your own most 
excellent methods and regulations to 
the letter.’ 


Gerald shakes his head owlishly. ‘I’m 
not sure she's really sufficiently 
trained for another man's house yet. 
What with not being able to get up in 
the mornings and various other 
shortcomings. l'd hate to impose her 
on another fellow. | mean it would 
reflect on me, wouldn't it? Old 
Gerald's not done much of a job here 
you'd be saying.’ 


Taking their cue from the host they 
rise from the table, with Henry 
protesting that of course he would 
never dream of doing any such thing 
and really he would very much like to 
try her just as she is. They go outside, 
into Gerald's splendid garden. Over 
lunch the weather has improved 
quite remarkably: all that dismal grey 
cloud has rolled away to leave bright 
blue sky and warm sun. ‘It must have 
been Mrs Wiggin's meat pie, having a 
miraculous effect on the weather,' 
Gerald says. He leads them over to 
the swimming pool. 
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going to go? Please God make him 
go before she has to have the cane. 
But right now ... Oh this is really awful 
.. The two men have sat down in the 
pool chairs. For the show ... 


Try and pretend it's not happening, 
that Mr Lanford is not here staring at 
her. What a hope, though. The thin, 
full-skirted dress coming up over her 
head. Amanda does not have a lot on 
underneath. Because it is summer 
and also because Mr Musgrove does 
not want her with a lot on underneath. 
Brief white knickers and bra ... and 
today a slim white suspender belt 
with white stockings. The latter items 
in fact were especially for Mr 
Lanford's visit. She's sometimes 
allowed to go bare-legged but with 
Mr Lanford coming to lunch she has 
to be smart, Mr Musgrove said. Did 
he have in mind perhaps, when he 
said that, making her undress like this 
for Mr Lanford? Because now 
standing hot-faced and wanting to 
curl up in a ball, like a hedgehog, but 
having to stand straight and upright 
and let Mr Lanford see her lovely ripe 
figure in her skimpy underthings, 
standing like this Amanda hears Mr 
Musgrove say: 


'Just keep the stockings and 
suspender belt on for the moment, 
Amanda. Take the rest off of course. 
But you do look so fetching in just the 
stockings and belt.’ 

How awful. Like some awful strip- 
tease performer in front of the two 
men, a strip-tease performer obliged 
to give a private performance. How 
sickening. Amanda does feel quite 
Sick. ‘Look ... this is really ... awful ...’ 
she despairingly pleads to Mr 
Musgrove. 


Henry Lanford is looking bug-eyed. 
At the ripe tits in the skimpy bra, at 
the even skimpier knickiers taut over 
the bulge of her mound, at everything 
in fact. 'Of course it's not, Gerald 
says encouragingly. "Not at all. Come 
on. Unless of course you'd rather 
have the caning now. Out here, bent 
over the lounger.' 


Oh Jesus. Amanda's trembling 
hands go at once to her bra-strap. 
Releasing her splendid treasures 
from their confinement. Pulling the 
bra off. The marvellous boobs jut out, 
heavy but form, rose-red nippled, 
sagging only the merest fraction now 
they are unsupported. Don't look at 
Mr Lanford ... as her hands go now to 
her knickers. Sliding them down ... 
She has to bend .. her big nude 
boobs are briefly pendant, swaying 
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dear. Now get down. Kneeling first. 
Get your skirt up. Head down. That's 
jp 


The cane whips in. Amanda yells out. 
On her hands and knees, she still has 
her knickers up at the moment. Just 
her skirt pulled up over her back. The 
cane has come in across the 
kickered bottom which with the 
skimpiness of the knickers is only 
partly covered. So the cane has 
sliced down onto both taut-stretched 
knicks and bare flesh alike. 


'Less noise, young lady, Gerald 
instructs ... and slices another one 
down. Amanda's cry splurts out 
again regardless of the admonition. 
They are red-hot stingers he has 
given her - but in any case if she were 
able to suffer in silence he would only 
do it even harder. 'If you're going to 
make all that noise, Mr Musgrove 
says nervesly, 'you can take your 
knickers down. Come on.’ 


Amanda gets up on her knees to do it. 
She knows there is no point in 
arguing or pleading. Her face is 
flushed bright red, the big brown 
eyes already looking  decidedly 
watery. She avoids looking at anyone 
as she works the knickers down off of 
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on the lounger. On her front in the 
breast-stroke that was supposed to 
be but he wanted it. What he wanted 
of course was to embarrass her. To 
make her show everything to his 


friend Mr Lanford. After the 
swimming positions on the lounger 
there. were hand-stands. ‘Legs 
together ... and now ... part them, 
Amanda ... Come on ...’ 


Into the drawing room. ‘Put your 
cushion out,’ Gerald tells her. He is 
going to cane her in front of Mr 
Lanford. She has guessed that ever 
since lunch. After what she has had 
outside ... but it’s not true to say it 
can't be any worse. A caning is of 
Course worse. Because of the hurt of 
it. The hurt this time plus the 
knowledge that Мг Lanford, a 
stranger, is watching. Watching her 
Squirm and writhe. Hearing her yell 
out, because she can't help yelling 
out. Mr Musgrove always uses this 
Special cushion for a caning in the 
drawing room. She has to kneel on it; 
lie on it. Different positions. With her 
Skirt up and her knickers down. With 
that cane whipping down ... 


‘I always use this cushion, Henry. In 
here at least. That's good. Amanda 


as she gets the scanty garment off 
over one foot and then the other. And 
then ... upright again. Don't look at 
anyone, anything ... Mr Mushgrove 


says, “There, Henry. What d'you think | 


of that!’ 


Henry Lanford is almost too 
bemused, bedazzled, to speak. His 
eyes are hot on the thick russet- 
brown bush at the centre of all this 
stunning flesh; hot also on the ripely 
inviting semi-erect nipples. What is 
happening in the front of his trousers 
is nobody’s business. At least he’s 
now sitting. 'Marvellous,' he finally 
manages. ‘What a stunner, An 
absolute stunner.’ 


"Turn round, dear,” Gerald requests. 
'Let Mr Lanford see your bottom. 
Amanda's rear view, Henry, is quite 
as good as the front.' The lovely girl 
complies, her head spinning round 
as she does. How can Mr Musgrove 
be so awful, showing her off like this. 
Like an awful, commin strip-tease 
performer. Like a prize cow almost ... 


“Look at that, Henry. Did you ever see 
anything to compare with it? Be 
honest. Just look at those haunches. 
Come closer, Amanda dear. Let Mr 
Lanford have a feel. Come on, back 
ups 


* * * 


In the house again. 'We'd really 
better give you that caning, Amanda. 
Hadn't we? | mean I'm sure you'd 
hate me to forget it' Gerald 
Musgrove laughs briefly at his little 
joke. Henry Lanford joins in. He 
hasn't gone of course. Oh no. Not 
yet. Not with Amanda still to have her 
caning. ‘We'll do it now,’ Gerald says. 
‘Before tea. | wonder what Mrs 
Wiggins has got for us. Her teas are 
quite good, aren’t they, Amanda 
dear?’ His arm has come round her 
waist. To guide her now towards the 
drawing room. 


Amanda is fully clothed again. Her 
same things back on: the pretty blue- 
and-white striped dress, the white 
stockings, etc. It is a quarter to four. 
They have been outside for close to 
two hours. Two awful hours at the 
pool, with no clothes on. Amanda 
that is, Mr Musgrove and Mr Lanford 
have of course remained fully 
clothed. But Amanda, with all her 
clothes off, has had a really dreadful 
time. Not dreadful in the being-caned 
sense of dreadful but awful kind of 
dreadful. Such as being made to 
practice her swimming strokes lying 


everythng else: this whole awful 
afternoon, Mr Lanford, all of it. Gerald 
draws the lovely girl close in a nice 
tight hug. She is shaking all over, in 
quite a state. Holding Amanda tight 
Gerald grins over her shoulder at his 
friend. 


When the caning is finally over (and it 
does take quite a little while what with 
all the different positions ۲ 
Musgrove likes to put Amanda in) he 
hauls the distressed girl to her feet. 
There certainly are proper tears now 
of course. From those breath- 


stopping cane strokes and also from 


her humming bottom: the big brown 
eyes can't focus anyway because 
they are full of tears. Back down on 
her hands and knees. The two stripes 
that Gerald's cane has produced can 
now be admired in their entirety. 
Henry is almost overcome with 
excitement. 


are still down. His hand clasps one 
red-striped cheek. “ОК Amanda 
dear? | shall miss you of.course but 
l'm sure it would be good for you. 
And a nice break. D'you want to go 
up and put some things in a bag. 
Your pyjamas ...’ 


END 


when you go. For two or three days. 
Plus nights of course. | think that 
might be very good for her. As Jong as 
you’re not too soft. | mean she does 
need the cane.’ 


Gerald slides one hand down onto 
Amanda’s throbbing bottom. Her 
skirt is still yanked up, her knickers 


‘Well what d’you think, Henry? Would 
you really like to take her as she is? 
Sort of half trained. For a couple of 
days.’ 


Speech is for the moment beyond 


Henry Lanford. He ۰ only 
vigorously nod his head. ‘Well if 
you’re sure ... you could take her 
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performance.' 


And then Len Spinks may as like as 
not make a certain . unpleasant 
gesture. His left forefinger and thumb 
forming a circle. Into which he then 
inserts his right forefinger. Sliding it in 
and out in a salacious manner. The 


` circling forefinger and thumb of 


course represent a girl's vagina, her 
sexual tunnel. Indeed they represent 
Debbie's sexual tunnel. And the stiff 
right forefinger of course is a man's 
stiffly erect penis. The erect penis of 
one of those generous donors. Going. 
in and out of Debbie's tunnel. 


Debbie will pretty certainly have 

started one of her blushes at this 

performence. Though pretending not 

to understand what he means. 'Look, 

I don't know what you're on about. . 
But I’ve got to go ...' 


‘Of course you know, young Debbie. : 
And I'm not saying you shouldn't do 
it. Not if it's in a good cause. Look, 
what about me? For a quid. ۱ could 
afford a quid. For that Tower Appeal. 
If you let me havea nice one. Let's go 
somewhere quiet .. E 
‘Don’t be disgusta! red-faced 
Debbie bridles. Well itis disgusting to 


„suggest a girl will do it for a pound. A 


nicely- brought-up and genteel girl 
like Debbie Marsham. As indeed all 
the St Mary's Rangers Group are, 
because those in charge — Mrs 
Eileen Fenfield who is Leader and the 
Rev Beacon — would not have any 
common girls in the group. 


But getting back to Len Spinks, he 
will behave in that objectionable 
manner if he gets half a chance. Len 
Spinks and likewise Ron Gundrey. 
the girls are well aware of this, as are 
Eileen Fenfield and Rev Beacon. ‘Try 
and avoid those dreadful characters,” 
is their advice. But you cannot always 
avoid. them. Several girls have 
expressed concern апа indeed 
distress at the things those two say. 
Well what if their mothers got to hear 
and ... believe half of it? 


Rev Beacon says he will have a word 
with those two. A quiet but firm word. 
Yes. Meanwhile ... 


Meanwhile there is the weekend ` 
coming up, for this latest discussion 
of messrs Spinks.and Gundrey takes 
place at the regular Friday evening 
meeting at the  vicarage. The 
weekend is when a good deal of 
fund-raising is done. Visits to 
prospective contributors. Rev 
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presumably the gentleman 
concerned know. They know what 
they .get for their generosity. What 
little favour. The sweet smile. Or the 
sweet bottom in their lap. Or ... that 
other ...? No. No one surely is going 
to suggest that. But this of course is 
not strictly true. Certain persons may 
well have suggested it. Indeed have 
suggested it. Individuals in the Dog 
and Whistle. Which is the local of 
certain insensitive and coarse 
characters. It has certainly been 
suggested that some of the girls are 
prepared to get on the job. That 
certain of them in exchange for 
generous donations have provided 
that ultimate pleasure. The pleasure 
of .getting it up (as it would be 
coarsely put in the public bar of the D 
and W) 

But then such characters, these 
certain regulars of the Dog and 
Whistle, Len. Spinks and Ron 
Gundrey to name two, would, say 
that. Characters who of course have 
never made any contribution 
themselves to worthy causes but are 
happy to make these unseemly 
innuendoes. 


Len Spinks, coarse character that he 
is, will if he gets the chance make 
these comments to girls directly. 
Certain girls. Debbie Marsham for 
one. Deb is an extremely . pretty 
brunette. Extremely shapely too in 
her Ranger outfit of tight light blue 
blouse and demure navy skirt. She is 
a very sweet, pert girl and she can be 
made to blush most fetchingly if you 


Бау certain things to her. Certain . 
suggestions relating to the Rangers' 


fund-raising efforts for. instance. 
Debbie does her best to avoid being 
caught by Mr Spinks, aware that he 
will pretty certainly start his blush- 
making remarks. Mr Spinks is 
undoubtedly a Dirty Old Man 
(although in fact only in his thirties). 
But she has certainly been caught on 
a number of occasions. 


'How are those good works then, 
Deb?’ That is a typical opening. 


“Оһ... hello ... 


Look I'm ... аһ... really 
busy ...' 


is a typical response. Trying 


to slide away a bit sharpish. But 


Leonard Spinks cannot easily be 
shaken off. He will physically block a 
girl's path. 


"Don't rush about so, young Deb. 
You'll wear yourself out. Then you'll 
be too exhausted for those good 
works. | mean you need all your 
energy for that. А. good 


‘The St Mary's Ranger Group was 


"famous for its fund-raising efforts. _ 


For its ability to get money for 
‘deserving causes from otherwise 
hard-headed (and tight-fisted could 
it be.said?) businessmen and other 
well-heeled individuals. This ability 
was nothing short of amazing. .Or 
was it? Well, is it so amazing that 
pretty girls in fetching uniforms can 
persuade grown males to part with 
cash (for a good cause of course)? 


„The donors were almost invariably 
men (and even if we are talking about 
the odd female here and there, well, it 
is also .not unknown for ladies to 
fancy a pretty girl). But very usually 
men. Yes, was it so amazing? With 

- the likes of Sue and Corinne. Debbie 
and Annabel. Lisa. 


- They seemed to operate on a kind of 
bob-a-job-type basis. Except that 
naturally one does not nowadays get 
much for a ‘bob’ (five pee as we now 
say). Oh no, one is certainly talking 
about somewhat more substantial 
: sums. For a job. А job? Girls on the 
job? What are we talkíng of here? 
Well, in the first place we are talking 
about very pretty and attractive girls. 
And girls who аге of the age of 
consent. Seventeen and up (up?) 
generally speaking. Girls who are 
able to give their: consent, they are 
consenting adults in the eye of the 
law. When on the job. If one can put it 
like that. 


What are these jobs then? They're 
not really on the job, are they? These 
extremely attractive’ St . Mary's 


Rangers. No, they can't be. But then | 


what exactly do they do? To drum up 
these considerable sums. For the 
Church Tower Appeal for instance. 
Which has been the Reverend 
William Beacon’s pet project. That 
was one and it certainly cost a few 


- bob. And the new Community Hall, 


that would have cost a few pee too. 
So what did the girls do to persuade 
various well-heeled gentlemen in the 
` area to cough up, contribute? 


Do they ... ah ... just smile sweetly? 
Or do they perhaps ... sit on a 
gentleman's knee? Allowing those 
sweetly-curved blue-uniformed 
bottom-cheeks to be seated in a 
gentleman's lap (and of course 
necessarily at the same time on his 
male member). Well, they might 
consent to that. But surely not really 
... On the job? No, sure not. 


No one knows of course. Well, 


Beacon has a number of visits lined 
up for this weekend. Assignments for 
the girls. They can't concern 
themselves with the likes of Len 
Spinks and Ron Gundrey when there 
are these appointments to be made. 
No, the girls concerned need to go 
home and get a good night's sleep. 
Untroubled by such matters. 'Forget 
them,' Rev Beacon repeats. 


Yes, the weekend! This weekend. 
Assignments! Is it possible that one 
could get a glimpse of these famous 
fund-raising efforts. Which no one 
really knows anything about, 
including Len and Ronin spite oftheir 
nasty suggestions. They certainly 
don't know those things. The girls 
line of course is that they do only 
smile sweetly and explain the virtues 
of their good causes. Smile sweetly 
and bat their appealing eyelashes 
and say ‘Please Sir ...!' 


But maybe we don't quite believe 
that. Not completely. | mean not even 
sitting their delicious bottoms on a 
gentleman's lap? Debbie and 
Annabel etc. will certainly deny it. So 
if one could ... be a little fly on the 
wall... 


It is possible? A fly on the wall when, 
say, delicious Debbie Marsham goes 
off to see Mr Froster this Saturday 
morning. Mr James Froster has a 
splendid place a couple of miles out 
inthe country and Debbie is going on 
her bike on this sunny October 
morning. A fly could easily hitch a lift, 
perching himself on her saddlebag 
say. Or even for preference 
somewhere on the front of Deb's 
vehicle. Where he would have a 
splendid view of Deb's lovely thighs 
as she pedals. Because although she 
pulls it back down from time to time 
the demure blue skirt does persist in 
riding up. Becoming less demure as 
flexing, sweetly-muscled thighs are 
revealed. Even no doubt the crotch of 
sweet brief white knickers. 


Well that is something for a start. 
Debbie has got knickers on. She 
hasn't gone slyly out without them. 
That at least is not part of the bargain: 
pretty Debbie Marsham with no 
knickers on. But surely anyway we 
never expected that. It would not be, 
well, ladylike. And anyway Debbie 
can always take them off when she 
gets there. Or allow Mr Froster to 
take them off. Well our Mr Fly if he is 
sharp is going to find that out. He is 
probably almost hopping about with 
excitement at the thought. 


- 


If he were a very cheeky fly of course 
he could be buzzing around and buzz 
right in there. Up into that warm tent 
of Debbie's skirt. In with the headily 
flexing bare thighs. Warm and slightly 
moist. Perspiring somewhat. To 
maybe settle for a moment on one. 
Making Deb flip her hand back in 
annoyance. You can get pesky, 
annoying flies on a warm autumn 
morning. Anyway ... 


James Froster is not old, in his thirties 
it seems, in a smart grey country suit 
and tie. Greeting Debbie at the front 
door when she knocks after parking 
the bike. Does it seem that they have 
met before or would this be a first 
meeting? Maybe a fly is not smart 
enough to quite make that out, but 
the greeting is very welcoming. As 
perhaps one might expect. And ... 
ah ... 


Mr Fronters hand. Quite soon, 
almost immediately when he has Deb 
in the hallway his hand goes to her 
bottom. Sliding down behind our 
sweet and innocent Deb to her 
bottom. Sliding over that splendid, 
quite ripely swelling part of her. And 
Debbie does not jerk away. Or 
sharply push this hand away. No, 
demure Deb who certainly says she 
only smiles sweetly on these visits 
and would not dream of engaging in 
any sort of intimacies, is certainly, 
smilingly, allowing Mr Froster to feel 
her bottom. To give her a nice very 
friendly fondle. Of her beautiful 
bottom-cheeks. When she is 
scarcely inside the door. Well that is 
certainly something. No doubt a very 
excited buzz can be heard. 

“These flies, James  Froster 
observes. While keeping his right 
hand firmly in place. 


Well this is something. As long as our 
fly does not get too excited and buzz 
off, get lost, because this is a big 
house. No, he's got to keep his head 
and closely follow ... 


They are going down some stone 
steps. To a sort of store room. Indeed 
there are nice crisp looking apples 
laid out on a bench, ripening in the 
cool air. But don't worry about the 
apples. It's pretty Deb ... 


Mr Froster says something. Not 
having a knowledge of the English 
language our fly will not know what it 
is but it is probably a suggestion of 
some sort. To which Debbie smiles 
shyly in acknowledgement or 
acquiescence. Mr Froster turns her 
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another one in. As soon as he has got 
her knicks fully down off her bottom. 
Whipped the cane smartly in again 
underneath. Where a girl's bum joins 
her thighs. That one stung! Just look 
at delightful Deb writhing and rolling. 
My word! This is certainly the stuff to 
give the troops! Who could have 


-dreamt it! If Len and Ron were here, 


hidden in that cupboard, say, and 
peering out ... well they would be 
coming in their Y-fronts. No question. 
But as it is of course there is only our 
Mr Fly. Buzzing around, mabye he is 
getting turned on. Sensing the heady 
excitement in the air. 


Mr Fronster continues for a bit. 
Whacking it in. Making Deb's bum do 
the dervish-dance. Eventually he 
stops. He has given her a good 
dusting-up but has not attempted to 
kill her with it or anything. James 
Froster is not one of your actual 
sadists. Well it would seem not. He 
stops and straightens the gasping . 
girl up. Deb is gasping. Her face 
bright red, grimacing. With that hot 
pain in her bum. Her hands 
tentatively feeling at it. She tries to 
force a smile for Mr Froster. 


Мг Frosters hands also have a 


continuing interest in Debbie’s 
bottom. His hands doing some no 
doubt sympathetic feeling, in 


competition with Debbie's own. Then 
he is as those lowered knickers. 
Snaking them on down. Steadying 
herself on his shoulder Debbie 
cooperatively steps out of them. So 
that now she has on only the tight 
blue blouse and her Ranger hat. Plus 
of course shoes and socks. But 
nothing essentially below the waist. 
There is her splendid red-striped, 
ripe-cheeked rear to her rear ... and 
to her front, atthetops of those lovely 
thighs, an enticing girlish bush of 
brown curls. Debbie slides one hand 
in front of this latter. Shy perhaps of 
that buzzing fly seeing it. 


Mr Froster is menawhile now at her 
blouse.  Unbuttoning the little 
buttons. And pulling the blue blouse 
open. To reveal that this girl has 
nothing underneath. Nothing except 
these very saucy, quite mature 
looking, pink-nippled boobs. Which 
he now takes hold of. Deb makes a 
face and says something. So there 
you are: she may have worn a pair of 
pants this morning but nothing else 
under the Ranger uniform. Not a 
stitch. | 


What now? What now is that after a 
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room. To get something. And that 
something is ... a cane. A long, thin, 
whippy rattan. ` 


Oh My! Here's a thing. Well, if you 
have a cane there's not much doubt 
what you are going to do with it. The 
Uses of a cane are pretty much clear 
and to the point. There is only one 
real use. And that is... to cane. A girl's 
bottom can be most stimulating. 
Some men will find it surpassingly 
stimulating. And here is Mr James 
Froster with this cane in his hand and 
a sparkling gleam in his eye ... 


He is going back to Debbie. Of 
course! His right hand slides over the 
thrust-out bottom. Sliding over the 
swelling: tightly-knickered flesh in 
delicious anticipation. While pretty 
Deb with her forearms on the bench 
in .amongst the Cox's Oranges 
meekly accepts it. Though no doubt 
her pulse is thudding wildly. Because 
whether you're prepared to allow it or 
not and good cause or not, a caning 
hurts. Yes. 


The cane is transferred into Mr 
Froster's right hand. He has had 
enough of excited anticipation. It is 
now ... 


THWACK! 


Yes, action! Debbie makes a gurgling 
sound. Her stricken rear end at the 
same time giving a sharp and 
anguished lurch. Mr Froster has 
really whipped the cane in. Really 
scorching that  briefly-knickered 


"seat: My word! 


THWACK! 


A second one, just like the first. Good 
and hard and wristy, that is. And 
almost on top of the line of the first. 
More of a high-pitched yell this time 
from pain-convulsed Debbie. And 
definitely more desperate bottom- 
churning, the frantic clenching of 
cheeks. Well, one red-hot one on top 
of another undoubtedly does cause a 
girl to wriggle her bum. 


-Mr Froster is leaning forward. Is that 


it? No. Well we don't know but what 
he is doing is tugging. down those 
little knicks. Baring Deb's bum. Just 
look at those two stripes. Two bright 
red stripes that are almost one. 
Squarely across the full underfat of 
what pretty Deb sits on. Except that 
she won't want to sit on it for a little 
bit. Мо... 

My goodness! Mr Froster has sliced 


in this position, her | 


and reaches round ... and takes hold 
of her tits. Those good-sized bulges 
in the front of the light blue blouse. 
And again Debbie makes no show of 
shock or surprise. Well maybe those 
big brown eyes widen a little but she 
is certainly not fighting Mr Froster off. 
He has got hold of her tits. One in 
each hand. Squeezing them. With 
evident relish. And with no argument 
from sweet Deb. 


Well, well. What about this? That 
sweet and seemingly innocent girl. 
And presumably those other Rangers 


too? Maybe Len and Ron were right ` 


after all. Len with his basic hand 


gestures, his finger sliding 
lubriciously in and out. Yes? Could it 
be? 


Mr Froster lets go and makes some 
further smiling comment. An 
instruction? Because Debbie now 
turns and steps to the bench. 
Bending her upper person down over 
it, over the ripening apples. 
Presenting, 
bottom. Yes. Because Mr Froster is 
. at that part of her. His hands anyway 
atthe rear fastening of Debbie's skirt. 
Unfastening and unzipping. Then 
tugging the skirt down. To reveal 
underneath just a pair of brief white 
knickers tight to Debbie's ripe- 
cheeked rear. 


The skirt is tugged on down, to 
display the full. splendour of this 
succulent seat. And then on down 
and off, the bending and bottom- 
proffering Debbie obligingly lifting 
one foot and then the other to 
accommodate the skirts final 
removal. Г 


Well this is truly amazing. No doubt 
our fly will be falling off the wall in 
astonishment. Len and Ron certainly 
would if they were here to see this. 
Because surely Mr Froster is going to 
do it. And Deb is going to allow and 
indeed cooperate. She and Mr 
Froster are clearly very shortly going 
to be on the job. At it. He is going to 
slip those little knickers down and tail 
her. From the rear it would seem. 
Simply slide it on. It is unbelievable. 
Surely no one would beljeve this. And 
it's just аз well no one knows. Apart 
from this dumb fly. 

But wait. Wait a mo. Because Mr 
Froster is not now at this moment 
sliding the little knicks down. Nor is 
he unzipping his own smartly-cut 
trousers to take out his no doubt very 


stiff organ to begin the act. He is : 


instead going over to the side of the 


Vicarage may well be able to see the 
Rev William Beacon. With Sue. At 
this moment in one of the bedrooms. 
Sue does not have any appointment 
for good works this morning, and 
therefore she is available to Rev 
Beacon. The reverend gentleman is 
doing to Sue what Mr Froster is doing 
to Debbie. 


As for Eileen Fenfield, who is an 
attractive full-breasted 30-year-old 
married lady, she is engaged in 
duties too. Duties that perhaps could 
loosely be called ‘counselling’. If one 
had to designate them. Not with one 
of the Ranger Group, no, it is in her 
secondary capacity as Assistant to 
the St Mary's Scout Troop. 
Counsellor to a number of the senior 
boys. It is with one of these, Ted 
Bonter, that Eileen Fenfield is busy 
this morning. In her car, parked out in 
some secluded woodland. Growing 
lads of 17 can greatly benefit from 
couseling from a mature and 
attractive and of course experience 
married lady. Eileen is in the middle of 
a sympathetic counselling session 
now, as any buzzing-about fly out 
here could attest. /f he could tell of 
course. Eileen has Ted's erect and 
very mature looking member out and 
is stroking it. Her soft and 
experienced hand firmly gripping the 
thick shaft and sliding sensuously up ` 
and down. 


END 


James Froster prepares himself. 
Removing his jacket and tie and then 
the sharply-creased trousers. His Y- 
fronts. His large erect member jutting 
as he comes forward. To part those 
pretty knees, the shapely thighs. And 
then coming down on her. His big 
knob at the furry wet mouth. Slipping 
in. 


A little gasp from Debbie. The beady 
eyes of the fly watch. Giggling, deb 
gasps, 'He's not watching ishe? That 
fly." 


Well, it is just as well flies can't talk. 
Just as well they are simple dumb 
creatures. Or there would be hell to 
pay. Debbie's mum! The mind 
boggles. And everyone. Len Spinks 
and Ron Gunddry. Mrs Fenfield and 
Rev Beacon? 


Actually those latter two are in a 
somewhat different category. One 
may well suppose that Mrs Fenfield 
and Rev Beacon have a pretty good 
idea what Debbie is at on this 
Saturday Morning. What indeed 
Annabel and Lisa etc are at too. Or 
more or less what they are at. Yes. 
Teh Rev Beacon will know, although 
that gentleman does not really have 
his mind on Debbie Marsham at this 
moment. Any fly with his eyes open 
this morning in the St Mary's 


bit of this groping, at Debbie's lovely 
boobs and other choice areas as 
well, which causes some squirming 
about on her part but no actual 
objection, Mr Froster is conducting 
his visitor out. Back up the stone 
steps. Clad as she is and carrying her 
skirt and knickers. Buzz-buzz. Our fly 
is in close attendance. As they 
proceed up into the hallway and then 
up the main stairs. To the bedrooms! 
Ah. Buzzing about in his excited way 
our fly almost allows himself to be 
crucially separated, shut out as they 
enter a bedroom. But he just makes 
it, before the door is shut behind 
them. Mr Fropster flaps his hand. 
That pesky fly has floowed them. 


Deb laughs: 1 hope he's not going to 
watch! 


The fly doesn't understand these 
words but that is just what he is going 
to do. Controalling his fly-like instinct 
to buzz about all over the place, he 
settles down on the window-sill. To 
watch. The action. And the action 
now is Mr Froster and Debbie on the 
job. No two ways about it. That 
business downstairs was evidently a 
warm-up, to get him nicely in the 
mood. 


Deb placing her skirt and knickers 
neatly on a chair and then getting on 
the bed. Lying crosswise on the 
cover. On her back. Her legs up. As 
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any time now. And what about you 
Delia?" 


Janet hears faintly over the phone 
that Delia has already been sent off — 
here to Mr Thorning's. She squirms. 
Mr Thorning's hand tickles. It is now 
between her legs, which she has 
obediently parted slightly, on the soft 
inner thigh flesh where a girl is 
sensitive and ticklish. The hand is also 
threatening to go higher between 


brown hair and a shapely figure: a 
slim waist and nice firm tits pointing 
out the front of her white blouse. She 
is Harold Thorning's toy-girl and a 
very choice one, 18, not long left 
school. 


“Yes she's all ready. And looking 


. quite delightful may I say. She's got 


her new outfit on but I won't describe 
it. Let it be a surprise. Anyway 
Roberts will be setting off with her 


‘Arnold!’ Mr Thorning says into the 
phone. “Hello. Harold here. How are 
you? What ...? Yes she's here right 
now with me'. 


Janet is standing at the side of Mr 
Thorning's chair. He is holding the 
phone in his left hand so that his right 
is free for Janet. The hand is up under 
her short skirt caressing the back of 
one silky thigh. Janet is a very pretty 
girl with thick lustrous chestnut- 
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perhaps Janet is a bit excited at the 
prospect: staying three days with Mr 
Falgrove. She has met him once when 
he visited. Mr Thorning made her do 
a little dance for Mr Falgrove that 
she'd been learning. Mr Falgrove 
seemed OK. 


Harold Thorning grunts 
noncommittally, then takes his hand 
away and gets to his feet. He is quite 
big, heavy, about 60 Janet would 
guess, retired from his business and 
able to devote himself to his little 
pleasures: his splendid garden here in 
the stockbroker belt of Sussex, his 
books, and not least his toy-girl. He 
has just the one, unlike some 
gentlemen who act like gluttons with 
two or three in the house at the same 
time. Harold Thorning, though he 
could easily afford two or three — or 
more — is happy with just the one. One 
carefully chosen one. If after a while 
he gets a bit bored with her he can 
simply pass her on to a friend on a 
more permanent basis and look for 
another. He certainly doesn't feel like 
that yet, nowhere near, but he is at the 
stage when loaning her to his friend 
for a couple of days appeals — as the 
prospect of raving Mr Falgrove's 


Janet to make her gaspy “Eeeek!” and 
squirm her thighs and bottom. 


Harold Thorning doesn't move his 
hand out just because Janet is Eeeek- 
ing and writhing a bit. He instead 
fingers more firmly. He has put the 
phone down now. ‘Keep still,’ he tells 
her. “You're like a regular eel. What is 
it: excitement at going to Mr 
Falgrove? Maybe I should ring him 
again and tell him to give you a quick 
dose of the cane as soon as you get 
there. Calm you down a bit.” 


“Мо! No thanks.’ She tries her best to 
keep still. Mr Thorning’s hand is still 
toying with her; if he wants her to 
keep still he shouldn’t really do this. 
Though of course he may in fact feel 
like giving her a little touching-up 
with the cane himself before she goes 
off to Mr Falgrove, and making her 
squirm about will give him a nice 
excuse. A toy-girl who hasn’t been 
very long with a gentleman, who is 
still being taught the ropes, needs to 
be touched-up with the cane at quite 
frequent intervals. As Mr Thorning 
has more than once pointed out to 
Janet. She has been with him for three 
weeks and this is the first time he has 
exchanged her with a friend’s girl. So 


Janets legs. She makes a little 
groaning sound. 


Janet’s new outfit resembles that of 
some sort of Scottish airlines 
stewardess: a short greeny-blue tartan 
skirt, the buttoned-cuff white blouse 
which has little blue epaulettes, plus a 
blue tie. However where one would 
expect an airlines stewardess to be 
wearing sheer stockings Janet has 
white ankle socks with her shiny black 
medium-heel shoes. Both Mr 
Thorning and his friend Arnold 
Falgrove like girls in little white ankle 
socks with their legs bare and as Janet 
is being sent to Mr Falgrove for a few 
days, in exchange for his Delia,a well, 
the little white socks are not 
surprising. 


* Eeeek ..! 


Mr Thorning's hand has reached 
where it was threatening to go: the 
warm, slightly moist haven right at the 
tops of Janet's thighs where the taut 
crotch of her knickers is. It is 
primarily what the crotch of the 
knickers tightly contains, of course, 
that very sensitive business, the most 
sensitive business, that is causing 


clear — and to feel that extra little 
tingle himself — Harold adds: 


“Гуе told him he has charge of you for 
this one occasion. I've told him if he 
things it necessary ... he can smack 
you, Janet.” 


And to make it very, very clear he 
adds, “Гуе told him he can take your 
knickers down. Or pajama bottoms as 
the case may be. And smack your 
bare bottom.” 

There. He's said it now, there can be 
no changing his mind. His heart is 
thudding. It is like a delicious knife- 
thrust in him. Because of course once 
Roberts has been, told that he will 
certainly do it. Do that ... and 
possibly more. What else more? To 
Harold's darling toy-girl. Tthe toy- 
girl has found words. Desperately 
voiced. 


‘№! Tell him he can't! Roberts is 
hateful. He's always pinching me. 
He'll ..." Janet shrinks from voicing 
just what Roberts, given this green 
light, may do. Unthinkable things. 
Things certainly worse than sparking 
her bare bottom which itself is 
unthinkably awful. Mr thorning does 
it of course and Janet does not enjoy 
it. But horrible smarmy-haired 
Roberts with his claw-like fingers ... 


Harold Thorning gives the squashy 
bottom another delicious pinch. 
Delicious for him at Least. What 
exactly will Roberts do ...? 


* * * 


Janet still can't believe it. What Mr 
Thorning has said. He is waving 
goodbye as the Daimler rolls down 
the driveway on this nice sunny 
afternoon. She is sitting next to 
Roberts in the front. Janet wanted to 
get in the back as she does when Mr 
Thorning is also travelling and out of 
arms reach as it were, but Mr 
Thorning said no, in the front with 
Roberts. “Моге companionable, eh 
Roberts? And ѕтагту-һаігей 
Roberts, cap on at the moment of 
course, certainly agreed with that. He 
glances at her now and gives a little 
laugh. Janet slides her bottom over, 
to be farther away. Why can't she be 
in the back rather than have to sit in 
the front with the chauffeur. She's Mr 
Thorning's girl. That can be bad 
enough, being a gentleman's girl 
companion, but a nasty common 
person like Roberts ... What is going 
to happen when they get there, to this 
hotel? That is the question she can't 


little bombshell now. Give her 
something to think about as she gets 
in the car with Roberts. He says it 
softly in her ear, keeping clam, or 
more or less. 


*Roberts will be stopping over en 
route, Janet. We decided it would be 
too fatiguing for him to attempt the 
whole journey in one day. We want 
you to arrive all in one piece, don't 


we? Гуе left the arrangements to 
Roberts. Over-night I mean. And 
whilst your with him he will be in 
charge. You'll do just as he says. All 
right, Janet dear?' 


Yes it is a bombshell, as the possible, 
indeed likely, implications come into 
view in Janets head. There is no 
immediate answer as she takes in this 
shaking news. To make things quite 


Delia for a day or two also appeals. 
Harold could have taken her over 
himself ... but it also rather appeals to 
let Roberts, his chauffeur, drive her 
over. Roberts of course is rather keen 
on Janet himself but he has not been 
allowed to indulge this keenness. Not 
yet. 


Roberts is at the moment outside 
checking tyre pressures on Mr 


Thorning's Daimler. Arthur Roberts, p 


chauffeur and also general handyman 


when there is no chauffeuring to be ۴ 


done, is in his thirties, tall, with his 


dark hair to be seen when he is not 
wearing his chauffeur's cap sleeked | 


down with hair oil. Janet does not like 
him. He fancies her of course but 


naturally she is off-limits, so he № 


contents himself with saying mocking 
things and is not above painfully 
pinching her bottom when the 
occasion — and Janet's bottom - 
presents itself. 


She had complained to Mr Thorning 


from time to time about this but he HF 


tends to take a laid-back view. “It's so 
binchable, Janet, that's the problem. 
Poor Roberts no doubt simply can't 
resist it.’ And Mr Thorning will then 
give it a pinch himself. 

Harold Thorning is in fact pinching it 
now. Not a particularly hard or 
vicious pinch such as Roberts' Finger 
and thumb might impart but a pinch 
nonetheless. Standing in the middle 
of the drawing room with his arms 
round Janet, his left hand holding her 
skirt up round her waist, his right one 
alternately massaging and pinching 
the ripish rear cheeks through her 
navy-blue cotton knickers. A farewell 
hug for his delicious toy-girl. Feeling a 
little pang no doubt that for three days 
she will not be his but will be at the 
disposal of his friend Arnold 
Falgrove. And not only that, there is 
the other thing he has arranged. That 
little jeu d'esprit, that bit of extra 
excitement; is he sure he wants to do 
it? 


“Maybe I should give it a final 
something before you go, Mr 
Thorning says gruffly. His ticker is 
thumping just a little. He is referring 
of course to the firm and succulent 
bottom that his hand is mounding. 
Janet says a shivering “No thanks.” 


Yes the old ticker is thudding a bit. 
Harold Thorning is not sure even at 
this late stage that he really wants to — 
or can stand it. He wants to but also he 
doesn't is the problem. But he is going 
to, he has decided. And he'll drop a 
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bear to think about but at the same 
time it won't go away, not for a 
moment. 


Roberts slows at the gate, then pulls 
out into the lane. “Got to be a good 
girl then, Janet. Is that what Mr 
Thorning told you?” Roberts” precise 
but uneducated voice, as Janet thinks 
of it. Well he's not educated. He's 
common and ... randy. Oh God. 


‘Is it, Janet?” 


She mumbles a ‘Yes.’ She doesn’t 
want to talk to him. She doesn’t want 
to be here with him. Mr Falgrove, that 
won’t be so bad. Mr Falgrove is a 
gentleman even if he may want 
certain things. 

‘Well you remember that, young lady. 
Got to be nice and friendly. And do 
exactly what Mr Roberts says. 
Otherwise ... did Mr Thorning tell 
you? Mr Roberts has got to cane your 
bottom.” 


Janet lets out a frantic little yelp. Mr 
Thorning never said the cane. ‘No! 
You can't. You .. wouldn't dare ...’ 


Roberts reaches over for her leg. 
Janet is as far away from him as 
possible but Roberts has long arms. 
He pats her leg. ‘Move over here. 
Closer. That's not being friendly. Or I 
might have to do it now. Stop the car 
and take you out and take your 
knickers down. Do you want that?” 


Janet makes a moaning sort of sound 
. and then moves back, closer to 

him. Roberts is diabolical, the pits. 

‘Right over,’ he orders. ‘Come on.’ 


She has to do it. He couldn't really do 
what he said, could he? But Roberts is 
so horrible nothing is impossible. His 
hand comes down on her legs again, 
with Janet nice and close now. Pulling 
her skirt back. Janet tries to hold it 
down. 


Roberts smacks her hand. ‘Don’t do 
that. Don't be naughty. Janet 
hesitates, then lets go of her skirt. 
Look ... You've got to watch the 
road. You're not ... concentrating. 
We'll crash ...’ 


But awful Roberts is watching the 
road which anyway is quite here 
because they're not on the main road 
yet. But this doesn't stop his hand ... 
which is now at Janet's crotch, the 
tartan skirt pushed up above it. She 
squeals as he pinches the soft flesh of 
her thigh. The hand at last moves 
away, back to the steering wheel. 
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In the car now parked in this deserted 
spot Roberts' hand is up under Janet's 
skirt where of course there are no 
knickers. Just Janet. Her furry nest. 
Janet is not trying to stop his hand, 
she is being cooperative, her legs 
loosely apart. Because maybe he'd 
rather do this than cane her. More 
pleading — though it is sickening to 
have to plead with awful, common 
Roberts. Roberts, though, is not 
interested in the pleading. He tells her 
to shut up. He's getting a bit of randy 
pleasure now, with his awful fingers, 
and then he's going to get some more 
pleasure. With that cane. 


He makes her stand up against a tree 
for it. Makes Janet tuck her skirt up 
round her waist and then stand with 
her legs apart facing the tree and with 
her arms round it. 


"That's nice. Very nice, Janet. Not the 
same as Mr Thorning's little desk, eh? 
But maybe a nice change from that. A 
change of position.’ His awful laugh. 
'A change is as good as a rest they 
say. 


And then that cane ... the cane 
Roberts has taken from the car boot, 
one of Mr  Thornings canes 
presumably. That cane ... zipping in. 


A blood-curdling yell. 


* * ж 


The hotel is а Three-Star, а quiet 
looking country place. ‘I’ve got two 
rooms for myself and niece,’ Roberts 
says at the desk. He is not wearing his 
chauffeur's cap of course and maybe 
he doesn't think he looks like a 
chauffeur. Janet wants to say loud and 
clear, ‘I’m not his niece. He's only a 
chauffeur and a randy and vicious one 
at that. He's planning to do vicious 
things to me here.' But if she does say 
that ... well, it wouldn't really help. 
There'd be real trouble when they got 
back to Mr Thorning. If she'd made a 
big scene. So ... she had to keep quiet. 
A sweet smile at the woman. Janet 
has her knickers on again now, 
Roberts perhaps afraid her skirt 
might slip up or something and people 
would get suspicious: a man with his 
niece who had no knickers on. 


The two rooms are adjoining and 
there is an interconnecting door. 
Roberts has requested that of course. 
There are locks ... but he has the keys. 
In Janet's room with the door closed 
behind them Roberts grins at her, like 
a Cheshire cat faced with a bowl of 
cream. 


to do ... Butter than the other: a 
caning in a layby or something. 
Roberts' hand slides up, pushing her 
skirt back. Fingers between her legs. 
She lets him do it. And he does. His 
hand right there. If that's what he 
wants ... The hand feels her. She lets 
it happen, forcing herself not to push 
itaway. Atlength it does come away. 


*No, it's no good. It's too late. I can't 
let you off; you were behaving really 
badly. We'll stop and find a suitable 
spot. Г ve got a cane in the back, and 
Mr Thorning said I was to take no 
nonsense.’ 


Janet’s frantic squaels do no good. 
Roberts is looking for somewhere. 
Very shortly he slows as they 
approach a side road, and turns into 
it. Janet is making frantic noises and is 
told to shut up, or she'll get a double 
dose. A little further on there is a 
lorry turning place, deserted now. 
"This'll do nicely.’ They pull off. 


“No! Someone could come along,’ 
Janet squeals. Roberts says that's no 
problem, they can go in the trees 
behind the open space. With the car 
now stopped he slides his hand back 
up under Janet's skirt which she has 
pulled down again. 

*Did he give you it this morning? In 
the tutoring room?' Roberts asks. 


Mr Thorning likes to do his caning or 
tawsing in what is called the tutoring 
room. He doesn't do anything that 
could be called tutoring there, just the 
caning or tawsing or perhaps making 
Janet stand in a corner waiting for a 
caning or tawsing. Standing perhaps 
with her knickers pulled dwon and her 
skirt held up round her waist. Or 
maybe her knickers right off, as Janet 
has them right off now. The room has 
a little wooden desk that Mr Thorning 
uses for the actual business. Bending 
Janet right over it so that her hands 
touch the floor on the other side. That 
desk and an armchair for Mr 
Thorning to sit on if he feels like it are 
the only furniture in the tutoring 
room. It is just a spare room really, 
undecorated and awful. Awful partly 
of course because of what Janet 
knows is going to happen when she is 
sent there. It has a small window and 
sneaky Roberts likes to be 
accidentally on purpose outside if he 
suspects Janet is going to be given the 
treatment. Because Mr Thorning 
wouldn’t think to draw the curtain. 
Janet said once, "Cant you draw the 
curtain. That awful Roberts could be 
looking іп.” But Mr Thorning only 
laughed. 


Janet ruefully rubs her leg. Not 
looking at her Roberts says, 


‘Take ’em off, Janet. 
knickers off.’ 


Get your 


She gives him a darting look. He’s 
joking. He can't ۰ 


“Get "em off, Janet. This is just a little 
test, to see if you're obedient and 
that. Get "em off or ГИ stop the car 
and give your bare bum a real roasting 
with the cane. You won't want to sit 
down for a week. You won't be able 
to.’ 


‘Look ...’ Janet begins. Roberts is 
unbelievable, worse even than she had 
imagined. ‘Get ’em off,’ he growls 
again — and he is clearly not joking. 
Face scarlet, Janet slides her hands up 
under the skirt. To work the knickers 
down off her hips. She'll tell Mr 
Thorning when she gets back. She 
certainly will. But right now ... well if 
he’s got a cane, and Roberts is awful 
enough to stop the car and take her 
out and cane her in a field or 
somewhere. Even though she can’t 
believe Mr Thorning would allow it. 
But Mr Thorning is not here ... Janet 
raises up her bottom to allow the 
knickers to come down. 

‘Right off,’ he says giving her a 
sideways glance. ‘Now you're doing 
better, Janet. Being sensible, aren’t 
we?’ She is bending forward to slip 
them off over the ankle socks and 
shiny black shoes. 


‘That’s it. Here.’ Roberts is holding 
out his hand. For the knickers. Tight- 
lipped, Janet hands them over. He 
takes the knickers, waves them about, 
then tosses them over his shoulder in 
the back. That nasty mocking laugh 
comes again. 


‘How does that feel, Janet? Nice and 
airy around the pretty bum? And 
everything else I reckon. Not that 
you're not used to it; Mr Thorning has 
them off often enough. Eh? Doesn't 
һе?” His hand is back on her bare 
thigh. 


“Get toff she yelps. 'Stopit. Look.” 


“Get your hand away. Unless you 
want me to stop the car. Maybe I 
should stop. You just won't take any 
notice and keep struggling around. 
You're not behaving at all, Janet. 
Yes, I'm going to stop.” 


“Мо!” Janet can sense that he wants 
the excuse. She takes her hand away. 
It's better to let him do what he wants 
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“Show me,’ Roberts says softly with 
his fingers in there where she's all wet. 
“Show me you're friendly. A nice 
kiss.” 


She makes a groaning sound. 
Roberts’ mouth on hers. Close up like 
this ... She’s not really been close up 
like this with Roberts. She lets her 
mouth be pushed open by his tongue. 
At least he doesn’t smell or 
anything. Not like some common 
people. Her pulse is racing all right. 
Roberts’ tongue filling her mouth 
now. And his fingers ... the fingers 
that like to pinch her bottom ... the 
fingers are really getting her going. At 
least it's not the tawse ... or the cane. 
Mr Thorning ... 


Harold Thorning is having a pre- 
dinner drink with a friend. His 
thoughts, though, are of Janet. Janet 
with Roberts. They'll be at the hotel 
now. Janet having a bath before 
dinner perhaps? And Roberts 
Harold is not so sure he is keen on his 
exciting idea now. It's exciting all 
right, it makes his heart thud to think 
of it, of what is happening right now. 
And he's not at all sure he wants that 
sort of excitement. If he'd booked the 
hotel himself he could ring up. Speak 
to Roberts. Tell him to go straight on 
to Arnold's, right away, he's not to 
stay the night at the hotel. But Harold 
doesnt know the hotel, he 
deliberately chose not to know it so 
that he couldn’t try and stop things. 
Anyway if he could ring up ... it might 
be too late by now. Roberts already, 
by now, is... 


* ж ж 


Yes. Roberts is. Janet making sounds 
that are, pretty certainly, more of 
pleasure than of anything else. 
Underneath Roberts, her hands 
gripping her shoulders. Yes, 5 
better than the tawse. And a girl of 18 
can feel like it, can get all aroused, 
hot, and let it happen. Even if it is a 
chauffeur. А 


END 


reaches out to her skirt, tugging her in 
close. "That's better.’ 


*Now then, Janet. How ... nice ..? 
Roberts” hand of course is slipping up 
under the front of the tartan skirt. She 
whimpers. “How nice, Janet ... are 
you going to be?’ The hand takes hold 
of her. The furry brown bush. 


“Shall we give her bottom a little 
touching up, Janet? Before we go 
down for a bite to eat. Give her 
bottom a nice warming?’ 


“No! Мо... please ...” 


*Well what then? What can we do 
before it's time to eat. Something that 
will show ... how nice and friendly we 
аге?” 


Janet doesn't answer. Roberts tugs at 
her skirt. Pulling her close to the bed. 
“You could put your pjamas on. Be 
more comfortable in them. Or just the 
pjama jacket. With it unbuttoned of 
course, so 1 can see how pretty you 
аге.” 


‘No .. please ..’ Janet is half lying on 
the bed now. "Look ... Can't we go 
down .. To eat .. or have a drink ..?' 


* A drink, Janet? I don't know that you 
should have any drinks. Not a 
naughty girl who's not friendly.’ He is 
taking off his jacket. Janet, lying on 
the bed now, eyes him, biting her lip, 
holding down her skirt. She doesn't 
want that bloody tawse. No way. But 
if not ... 


Roberts comes down. On the bed. 
Janet's pulse is racing. Horrible 
Roberts. His hand slides up her skirt 
of course. She doesn't try to stop it. 
lets her legs slide apart. So that he can 
... get his hand where he wants to get 
it. She shivers. She's wet. Mr 
Thorning ... does it but not very 
often. He's not often in the mood it 
seems. Sometimes Janet feels like 
doing it of course,, like any girl of 18. 
When she feels like that, in bed say, 
well, if she really feels like it she can 
do it to herself. Not that she really 
likes doing it, or likes that thought of 
doing it at least. Roberts ... She has 
known Roberts would like it. To get 
at her. But Roberts with his pinching 
fingers is just the chauffeur. And Mr 
Thorning naturally wouldn't let him, 
a gentleman wouldn't let his 
chauffeur get at his girl. Naturally. 
But now ... 


‘I wonder if we should give it another 
warming up?” he says in that horrible 
mocking tone. “То make sure it knows 
what's what. l'm talking about that 
pretty bottom of course, Janet. I 
mean it's hours since we gave it the 
cane.” 


Janet lets out an anguished yelp. 
Roberts hasn't brought the cane in the 
hotel with him but he's got something 
else equally sickening. A tawse. Mr 
Thorning uses both and Janet knows 
that a tawse across a girl's bottom can 
be quite as bad as the cane. Roberts 
hasn't done anything again on the 
journey. Not caning or anything. Not 
since in those trees. He's referred to it 
as few times in his nasty joky manner, 
though. Would she like another little 
stop? But he hasn't. His hand has kept 
messing about, and Janet has had to 
put up with that. But anyway she's 
been mostly thinking about now: 
when they get to the hotel. What 
Roberts was going to do ... 


‘No!’ she gasps. ‘No! Look ... I 
haven’t done anything.’ 


‘That’s a matter of opinion. You’ve 
been very cheeky ever since Mr 
Thorning got you. Very hoity-toity, 
young lady. So you need to be taught 
a lesson. OK?’ 


‘No. I won't be like that. Really. Not 
any more.’ It’s sickening having to 
grovel but what else can she do? ‘ГИ 
be really friendly. Honest. ГИ make a 
point of it. Please .. Mr Roberts.” 


“Really friendly?” Roberts is sitting 
down on the bed. "How friendly is 
that?' 


“Well ... just very friendly.” 


Roberts shakes his head. “That 
doesn't tell me a lot. How friendly? 
Look, take your knickers off. Then 
tell me.” 


“No .. 000 .. You'll ... give me the 
tawse.' Janet is standing in front of 
him. Squirming. 


*Not necessarily. We'll see. Get 'em 
off. Come on, sharpish. If you're not 
sharp ГИ have to, won't I?’ 


After some further hesitation the 
navy-blue knickers come off. Janet 
stands dangling them from one hand. 
Roberts tells her to come closer. 
Close in front of him. Janet thinks 
about it, then steps forward. His hand 
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BACK NUMBERS, STILL AVAILABLE 


SPANKING GOOD 


JUSTICE No. 1 (о No. 9 inclusive £2.00 рег copy KANE EROTICA SPECIAL £6.00 

JUSTICE No. 10 to No. 19 £2.50 per copy KANE READERS LETTERS SPECIAL 
JUSTICE No. 20 to No. 32 £3.00 per copy No. І and No. 2 £6.00 per copy 
JUSTICE No. 33 to No. 46 £3.50 per copy 

JUSTICE No. 46A to No. 49 £4.00 per copy UNIFORM GIRLS No. 1 to No. 10 £5.00 per copy 
JUSTICE No. 50 to No. 57 £5.00 per copy UNIFORM GIRLS No. 11 to No. 23 £6.00 per copy 
JUSTICE No. 58 to No. 62 £6.00 per copy UNIFORM GIRLS No. 24 to No. 30 £7.00 per copy 


UNIFORM GIRLS No. 31 to No. 34 £8.00 per copy 
SPANKING LETTERS No. 1 to No. 4£2.00 per copy 


SPANKING LETTERS No. 5 to No. 18 £3.00 per copy SUPPLEMENT No. 1 0 

SPANKING.LETTERS No. 19 to No. 32 £3.50 per copy SUPPLEMENT No. 2to No. 3 £4.00 per copy 
SPANKING LETTERS No. 33 to No. 36 £4.00 per copy SUPPLEMENT No. 4to No. 14 £5.00 per copy 
SPANKING LETTERS No. 37 to No. 44 £5.00 per copy SUPPLEMENT No. 15 to No. 27 £6.00 per copy 
SPANKING LETTERS No. 45 to No. 47 £6.00 per copy SUPPLEMENT No. 28 to No. 32 £7.00 per copy 


SUPPLEMENT No. 33 to No. 37 £8.00 per copy 


PHOENIX No. 9 £2.50 
PHOENIX No. 13,14,14A and 16 £3.00 per copy WHISPERS No. 1 to No. 7 £5.00 per copy 
PHOENIX No. 17 to No. 22 £4.00 per copy 
PHOENIX No. 24 to No. 26 £5.00 per copy ROUE No. 3 0 
PHOENIX No. 28 to No. 39 £5.00 per copy ROUE No. 14 to No. 15 £2.50 per copy 
PHOENIX No. 40 to No. 44 £6.00 per copy ROUE No. 19 £2.50 per copy 
PHOENIX No. 45 to No. 46 £7.00 per copy ROUE No. 21 £2.50 per copy 

ROUE No. 44 to No. 47 £5.00 per copy 
JANUS No. 21 to No. 27 £5.00 per copy ROUE No. 50 to No. 57 £6.00 per copy 
JANUS No. 28 to No. 50 £6.00 per copy | ROUE No. 59 0 
JANUS No. 52 to No. 60 £6.00 per сору ROUE No. 60 to No. 62 £6.00 per copy 
JANUS No. 62 to No. 65 £7.00 per copy ROUE No. 63 to No. 68 £7.00 per copy 
JANUS No. 67 to No. 72 £7.00 per copy ROUE No. 69 to No. 72 £8.00 per copy 
JANUS No. 73 to No. 74 £8.00 per copy 
JANUS No. 75 to No. 81 £8.00 per copy MISTRESS No. 1 to No. 29 £6.00 per copy 


= MISTRESS No. 30 to No. 35 £7.00 per copy 


KANE No. 1£3.00 

KANE No. 17 £5.00 VIXEN No. І to No. 25 £6.00 per copy 
KANE No. 24 £6.00 VIXEN No. 26 to No. 32 £7.00 per copy 
KANE No. 25 to No. 28 £6.00 per copy 

KANE No. 30 to No. 38 £6.00 per copy BLUSHES No. 1 £8.00 

KANE No. 40 £6.00 BLUSHES Мо. 2 to No. 36 £6.00 per copy 
KANE No. 41 to No. 45 £7.00 per copy BLUSHES No. 37 to No. 47 £7.00 per copy 
KANE No. 46 to No. 51 £8.00 per copy BLUSHES No. 48 to No. 54 £8.00 per copy 


We try for return of post and certainly send under 
plain cover. 
Make Cheques and P.O.'s payable to: 


“PRESS SALES’ 15 Wastdale Road, London GEZ? 


FOR POSTAGE AND PACKING 
Please add 30p per item (U.K.) 
Please add 50p per item (Europe) 
Please add £2 per item (U.S.A. or CANADA) 
AND REST OFE THE WORLD. 
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